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" But what do ycu think about things, Michael ? You're
as good as any one I know."
" Gosh ! " murmured Michael, strangely flattered : " Is
that so ? "
" What do you think ?    Be serious ! "
" Well, darling, doctrinally nothing—which means, of
course, that I haven't got religion. I believe one has to
play the game—but that's ethics."
" But surely it's a handicap not to be able to rely on
anything but oneself ? If there's something to be had out
of any form of belief, one might as well have it."
Michael smiled, but not on the surface.
" You're going to do just as you like about the eleventh
baronet, and I'm going to abet you. But considering his
breeding—I fancy he'll be a bit of a sceptic."
" But I don't want him to be. I'd rather he were snug, and
convinced and all that. Scepticism only makes one restless."
^ No white monkey in him ? Ah ! I wonder ! It^s in the
air, I guess. The only thing will be to teach him a sense
of other people, as young as possible, with a slipper, if
necessary,"
Fleur gave him a clear look, and laughed.
" Yes," she said : " Mother used to try, but father
wouldn't let her."
They did not reach home till past eight o'clock.
" Either your father's here, or mine," said Michael, in
the hall; " there's a prehistoric hat."
" It's Dad's.    His is grey inside.    Bart's is buff."
In the Chinese room Soames indeed was discovered, with
an opened letter, and Ting-a-ling at his feet. He held the
letter out to Michael, without a word.
There was no date, and no address ;  Michael read :
*c deak mk, forsyte,—Perhaps you will be good enough

